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	1. One foot in another world (Agent)

_**A/N: **__Prompt from tumblr; set early/mid chapter two of the agent storyline._

* * *

><p>As soon as the call ended, Zaara leaned forward onto the holoterminal, squeezing her eyes shut in a desperate attempt to keep from being overwhelmed.<p>

Her mind rolled through a mental checklist, noting the seemingly endless list of things she needed to accomplish. _Check in with everyone I need to check in with: done. Brief the crew on tomorrow's missions: done. Check up on Cori: too risky at the moment. Check inventory–_

_"_You still owe me a drink, Agent."

At Kaliyo's voice, Zaara snapped to attention, standing up straight as she turned to face her. "I do?"

Kaliyo stood in the doorway to the bridge, leaning against the side with her arms crossed. "Sure," she shrugged. "If you really want a reason to buy me a drink, I'm sure I can figure something out."

Zaara didn't bother hiding a sly grin. "And here I was afraid I'd lost a bet or something."

"I couldn't keep count of the bets you lose to me if I _tried_." Kaliyo was silent for a moment, expression uncharacteristically thoughtful as she watched Zaara. "It's creepy, you know."

"What is?"

"_You_." Kaliyo pushed off from the wall, taking a seat in one of the empty chairs. "You call your SIS friends and you're the most obedient little Republic spy. Here on the ship you're a hard ass. Off duty…" she paused, shrugging, "you're the kinda person I'd be alright hanging around with."

Waving off her comments, Zaara pointed out, "I _am _undercover. Having a reliable alias is the whole point."

"But just like that? Flip of a switch, and you're someone new?"

Burying her annoyance at the questioning – considering the circumstances, that particular subject was a rather raw one – Zaara plastered a grin on her face and turned so she was facing Kaliyo again. "If that's what the job requires. Didn't think that would bother you."

"It doesn't bother me. Just makes me wonder who I've really signed on with, you know?" Without another word, Kaliyo stood and stalked off, leaving Zaara alone again.

"I think I should get some sleep," Zaara announced to no one, sighing. Maybe the constant switching of identities didn't bother Kaliyo, but it _was _beginning to wear on Zaara.


	2. All in the past (Smuggler&Corso)

_**A/N: **__A little info-dump fic of sorts, set soon after Margaret and Corso arrive on Coruscant._

* * *

><p>"Captain Sala, what a pleasure."<p>

Margaret glanced up at the twi'lek beside her, sizing her up before shrugging. "Sorry, kid, I don't have time for old friends or debts or whatever it is you want."

The twi'lek's gaze drifted to the drink Margaret was nursing, a frown just shy of becoming a sneer set on her lips. "I see."

From beside Margaret, Corso watched the twi'lek leave with bright-eyed curiosity. "Old friend?" he echoed.

"Mmm, maybe," she groaned, running a hand through her thick mess of blonde hair. "Mutual friend, I think. My–" Her words faltered. "Guy I used to know worked with her a while back. I think." Margaret turned her thoughts to the din of the cantina and the cold glass in her hand, putting what little effort she could muster up into relaxing.

"You have a lot of, ah, old friends?"

Margaret considered the question for several minutes, taking another sip of her drink before settling on an answer. "Contacts, old business partners," she listed off, counting on her fingers, "a handful of enemies, a pilot I owe a lot of money, an on-again-off-again boyfriend, and at least two people in Dromund Kass that want to kill me."

Corso let out a low whistle. "Didn't realize you had such a reputation, Captain."

"And I work _very _hard to keep it looking like that." She snorted, peering down into her now empty glass. "'Course, the Sith are unavoidable."

Motioning for the bartender to bring them both new drinks, Corso turned to Margaret with a hint of a grin. "If you'd told me we'd be runnin' from Sith I might not've tagged along," he joked.

"What can I say? I'm a popular woman. Helps that I've had a target on my back since before I was even born, though." Margaret waited for for Corso to pry for an explanation; when he didn't – despite the burning curiosity written all over his face – she sighed and explained anyway. "Might as well get this over with now," she muttered. "I was born in that Imperial pisshole of a city. Mom was Sith, and found herself on the wrong end of a power play. She ran with me and my baby sister, assassins caught up with her, and I've been running ever since."

As Margaret lifted her gaze from the bar to gauge Corso's reaction, he quickly turned his wide-eyed stare to look blankly at the wall past her. "I… can't say I was expecting that," he admitted. "But… I'm sorry. About your family."

Running a finger along the rim of her new glass, Margaret sighed. "Me too, kid." They sat in uncomfortable silence for several minutes; Corso shifted in his seat and tapped his fingers along the bar in an uneven rhythm, and Margaret finally gave in. "Whatever burning questions you've got – shoot."

He hesitated, then shook his head. "I don't wanna pry, Captain."

"Then let me be plain with you, Corso," she deadpanned. "My sex life is off limits. So is the story behind any scars I have. And I'm not giving up my secrets to great hair. Everything else is fair game."

"I wasn't gonna ask–"

"I know you weren't," Margaret interrupted, the alcohol beginning to give her words a challenging edge she wouldn't have had while completely sober. "So just ask whatever you were going to."

"Back on Ord Mantell," he began, still hesitant, "you said you grew up on Nar Shaddaa."

"You callin' me a liar, farm boy?" she challenged, shooting him a lopsided grin. Speaking over Corso as he tried to defend himself, Margaret nodded. "I did grow up there, sort of. Seven years in Dromund Kass, few months here in Coruscant, two years in a few different cities all over the place, more weeks than I can count on starships and shuttles, and ended up on Nar Shaddaa. Haven't been back since."

Margaret watched as Corso absorbed the new information, the tension in his jaw and shoulders not escaping her notice. She'd had more than one partner leave after learning about her past, and so far had no doubts Corso would do the same after Skavak was taken care of.

But to her surprise, he simply sighed and apologized. "Sorry, Captain, just tryin' to keep all this straight with what you said back on Ord."

In no state to actually recall whatever he was referring to, Margaret simply flashed him what she hoped was a charming smile. "That was one part creative interpretation and one part blatant lies. I'll let you decide what's what."


End file.
